90                             WITH  NO   REGRETS

bours. I was still dazed, unable to believe that I
had really killed my husband,

No one came near me till a policeman arrived
and I was taken away to prison. After my trial I
was sent to this prison and so here I am. I was too
young to be hanged and women do not usually get
a death sentence. I got life imprisonment. That
is all."

I had listened to this strange tale in silence
with my eyes on Bachuli's face. I still could not
believe what she had told me and yet it must be
true as she was in prison.

As though she had told me just a story Bachuli
resumed her work. She was not curious to know
what effect her story had had on me. To her it was
an incident which in her innocence and simplicity
she believed the fates had willed. She submitted to
her life in prison as a matter of course, something
which could not be averted and so why worry.

As I looked at her bent head my heart ached
for her. She was so young, still very immature and
looked anything but criminal. Why had the fates
dealt with her so harshly? What was her life go-
ing to be? Should not, I pondered, such cases be
tried differently and a different punishment given?
A life sentence is not a joke. It means twenty years
if not more behind prison walls. With no knowledge
of the outside world, no one but criminals around
one, hearing nothing but the coarsest of languages,
seeing nothing but the lowest of God's creatures
and learning such cunningness inside the jail as
one may not learn outside in a dozen years. Bachuli
was fifteen years old. She would be thirty-five when
she left the prison. Having spent all her youth in
prison, would she remain as sweet and untouched
as she was now? Or would she become a hardened
criminal who would be shunned by her fellowrnen